Black Dye 


Author: deathcrushed 

Bands: Mayhem 

Characters: Dead (Per Yngve Ohlin), Euronymous (Øystein Aarseth) 
Relationships: M/A 

Rating: Non-adult 


Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Sun Aug 23 2020 13:22:04 GMT-0400 (Eastern Daylight Time) 


Author's Notes: 
l'm dedicating this to the Dead to my Euro, Violet. :) 


"Can you help me or not?" Euronymous stood in the doorway of Dead's bedroom. His arms crossed and a box 
of black hair dye tucked under his armpit. 

Dead let a sigh from between his lips and rolled his eyes. He didn't feel like doing much of anything, let alone 
dyeing Euronymous' hair. Still, he stood up from his desk and walked over to Euronymous, taking the box away 


from him and reading it. 


"Okay," he finally answered, pushing past Euronymous' small body easily and walking across the hall to the 
bathroom. 


Euronymous followed behind him and sat on the edge of the bathtub. 


"Why don't you ever get a fun color? Like red or purple?" Dead joked while opening the box. 


"Black or nothing," Euronymous laughed. Dead rolled his eyes again and began pouring contents into a large 


bottle. 

"You better be glad you only bought one box. One should cover your thinning hair" 
Euronymous groaned, “fuck off" 

Dead let out a small laugh and Euronymous almost fell out in the floor. 

Hearing Dead laugh was so uncommon and it meant a lot to everyone to hear it firsthand 
Dead shook the bottle, mixing the chemicals and turned to Euronymous. 

"Should | dye my hair?" 

Euronymous shook his head, “fuck no. You have great hair as it is. Im slightly jealous” 
Dead gave him a confused look, "even though my hair isn't ‘black’? 


"| like your hair the way it is. | wish my hair was that thick," Euronymous answered before continuing, "| even 
like it when it curls up after you wash it." 


Dead shrugged his shoulders and set the bottle down to put on the gloves from the box. 


"You know, | like your natural hair as well," he said while separating Euronymous' hair into parts for better 


acess. 

"That ugly brown color? Ugh." 

"| think it looks nice," Dead said sheepishly. "It suits you somehow." 

It was Euronymous's turn to shrug. He hadn't really thought about his natural hair. He could barely remember 
what he looked like with brown hair. Looking at old pictures of himself was slightly torturous. He slightly 
understood why Dead didn't like the look of himself. He could agree, he felt that way. All of his friends and 
even his bandmates were taller, skinny, had nice hair, a bigger, muscular build He was one of the smallest 


people he happened to know, other than his bass player of course. 


And if he was being honest while at it, he tended to overcompensate for those reasons. Making himself appear 
bigger with attitude and grandiose bullshit about ‘small, ‘subhuman' subjects. 


Dead began to gently squirt the hair dye onto his hair and rub it into his light, brown roots. 


Euronymous closed his eyes at the touch. He never really lets anyone too close, but for this, he'll have to 


make do. 

Dead kept working, pouring hair dye everywhere and soaking the strands as best as he could 

"By the way, if this comes out like shit, just know, I've never done this before," Dead said with a breathy laugh. 
"Do your best then," Euronymous laughed and watched Dead work above him. 


Normally, he gets his mother or Faust to do his hair, but both were busy today. Dead was the only one home 
and he knew he couldn't do it all by himself. 


"IIl try," Dead whispered, focused on not messing up his bandmates hair. He wanted to do a good job and if he 
was telling the truth, he enjoyed their little conversation and being closer to Euronymous. 


"Almost done," Dead said after another couple of minutes. 
Euronymous nodded and sat patiently, his legs going slightly numb from his position on the edge of the tub. 


Finally, Dead stopped working and pulled Euronymous's hair into a sloppy bun. He helped him up and told him he 
had to wait 25 minutes before washing it out. 


While they wait, they decided to make some popcorn and watch some stupid cartoon in the living room. 

They didn't say much to each other, enjoying the company. 

Euronymous enjoying the fact that Dead didn't retreat back to his room after finishing his hair and eating with 
him instead. 

"Ready," Dead said after glancing at the clock 

Euronymous followed him back up the stairs and into the bathroom. 

"You should take your shirt off while you wash your hair," Dead said, feeling uncomfortable at the proposition 
Euronymous nodded, "good thinkin." 

He carefully pulled his shirt off over his shoulders and set it on the sink 

"ll be in my room if you need me," Dead said, trying to exit the small bathroom. 


Euronymous reached out and held his wrist, "no. | might still need your help.” 


Dead stood frozen in place, watching Euronymous bend his upper body over the tub and turn the water on. He 


watched as Euronymous struggled to get all of his hair wet to wash the dye out. 

"Can you help?" Euronymous laughed as the water streamed down his neck. 

Dead obliged and bend down next to him. He carefully ran his fingers through the darker hair. After getting 
the hair completely wet, he applied some shampoo and massaged it into the hair. Euronymous let out a relaxed 


sigh and Dead smiled. 


"You might have a job being a hair-washer one day, Pelle," Eurounymous laughed. Dead rolled his eyes and 


helped him wash the bubbles out. 


"Conditioner," Euronymous handed Dead with bottle off of the side of the tub and he squirted some into his 


palm. He repeated the process of washing Euronymous's hair until the water ran clean 

He stood up and handed Euronymous a towel. 

He wiped off his chest and back before wrapping the towel around his hair. 

"Thanks, Pelle," Euronymous said as they stood there. 

Dead reached over and threw the box away in the trashcan before saying, "I hope it doesn’t look like shit" 

"Im sure it won't," the guitarist smiled and walked out of the bathroom. 

The rest of the night, as Euronymous‘ hair dried, they cooked some dinner and watched the news together. 
Dead even laughed when Euronymous said stupid comments about politics and complaining about practically 


every news story. 


Somehow, dyeing Euronymous's hair brought them closer together. 


